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jects and ideas followed him without ceasing, and he must often have sprung out of bed in the middle of the night in order to fix some poetic inspiration upon the first scrap of paper. And as if he did not have burden enough of his own he loaded himself down with the work of others, for example, Salzmann's Moralische Abhandlungen, Lavater's Physiognomische Fragmente, Jung-Stilling's Lebensgeschichtet and Lenz's writings. The most of the undertakings begun at that time remained fragments. Neither time nor strength was ample to finish them.
New guests arrived. Early in October came the most honoured lord of the German Parnassus, Klopstock. The author of the Messias and the Oden fulfilled Goethe's expectations only in a moderate measure. For he preserved a serious and measured dignity and avoided a discussion of the things that were nearest to our poet's heart, namely, poetry and literature. On the other hand, he expatiated at great length on the subjects of riding and skating. Goethe accompanied him as far as Darmstadt and on his return composed in the post-chaise the ode An Schwager Kronos, a grotesque effusion of his restless longing for active life, in which he says he would rather drive, young and intoxicated, at top speed to hell than grow grey at a slow trot. Great Klopstock was followed by his Gottingen disciples, who had already learned to admire Goethe from afar because of his feeling style and his opposition to the effeminate manner of Wieland and Georg Jacobi. First of all, Boie and Hahn. Boie, the editor of the Musenalmanach, after corresponding with Goethe for some time, spent two days (October isth and i ?th) in Frankfort. After the first day he wrote to his family: " A whole day spent all alone and undisturbed with Goethe, with Goethe, whose heart is as great and noble as his mind! I cannot describe the day! . . . I made him read a great deal to me, completed works and fragments, and in everything rings his original tone, his peculiar force, and with all the oddities and errors everything bears the stamp of genius. His Doctor Faust is almost finished and seems to me the greatest and most peculiar of all!" Goethe